Elizabeth Arden and a flattering mirror are the most
important things in life."
Certainly that has always been my wife's scheme of
philosophy. Only with her there has never been any
deliberate effort. She has a natural gift for evading all the
disagreeable channels of thought. She has no apprehen-
sions of evil. Having an entirely different nervous outlook,
I envy her. No good. She was born to smile at life and
I to scowl at it. She moves light-footed towards the
twilight. I watch for the goblins.
Jamaica is very beautiful. This time we were sensible
enough to cut out the fashionable hotel and bathing-place
on the north side of the island and settled down at the
Shaw Park Estate, a large country-house once the residence
of the Pringle family. We had lovely rooms with huge
balconies and magnificent views, excellent homely cooking,
a pleasant entourage of native servants and a few guests.
The proprietress was a descendant of a well-known local
family, and she and her husband, Colonel Stewart, a retired
officer once in the Blues, did their best to make all their
visitors comfortable without any attempt to intrude upon
their privacy. I dislike being fussed over as a rule at an
hotel with this sort of regime, but the Stewarts are certainly
full of tact and most pleasant people. He is a good
tennis, golf and bridge player, while his wife is an excellent
housekeeper. I have heard nothing of them for some
years, but I hope that Shaw Park is still the same smiling
paradise that I remember so well.
There were drawbacks, of course, to the place. Curiously
situated on the highest shelf of a range of hills overlooking
the sea, bathing is a most unpractical proposition. It means
a motor drive of about four miles down a wild mountain
road twisting and turning with the slightest provocation
and bordered with hedges of brilliantly coloured poin-
settia. Then follows a drive through a native village
where the girls and women and even the children seem
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